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The never ending waves smashed against the jagged, wind 
and water worn rocks. Again and again the churning water 
rose, only to fall and die on the debris littered beach. 
Each dying wave left a reminder of itself on the wet sand; 
here a torn piece of clothing, there a ruined plank or keg. 
The bright morning sun revealed little to view, save for a 
few crabs and sand spiders that were clambering over the 
corpses which also occupied space on the shore side. 

There was but a single figure moving amongst the many 
still and bloated bodies that lay mixed with the assorted 
debris and wreckage. Dressed in the simple harness of a war- 
rior,his dark grey cloak did not show him to be of any spec- 
ific tribe or kingdom. It was his raven black hair and iron- 
ite colored eyes that told he was from the continent of Zam- 
bot, and that he was not a native of this land. He was young 
in age, but his tall form with lean physique was equal in 
strength to any man twice his age. 

This was because he was no so-called civilized man,bred 
on wine and sweetmeats,and long grown weak of mind and body. 
No, this was a true barbarian, born with a sword in his 
hands and an unquenchable fire in his eyes. Although large 
in stature for his age, Не carried not an ounce of unneces- 
sary weight upon his pantherish form. His long black hair 
was kept from falling in his eyes by a thin band of copperan 
almost the same color аз his sun darkened skin. А broad- 
sword апа a jeweled dagger 8680081666 about his waist were 
the only possessions of mention he now owned. 

Buifra the Darkk slowly took in the grim sights that 
lay on the beach before him. Having little else to do, he 
began to check the numerous bodies for signs of life. He al- 
ready knew, however, that they must be all dead. He could 
not remember much of the actual shipwreck, but he recalled 
well the storm that had raged for three days and nights. He 
soon counted sixteen bodies that Пе had examined, опе by 
one, to see if any still lived. He was the only survivor. 

Looking seaward, Buifra scanned the towering ‘rocks 
the ship had collided with and sank against during the 
height of the storm. There was nothing left of the storm 
they had encountered, and that same amount was all that ге- 
mained of the ship that had brought him here. He felt for 
the ironite broadsword that never left his side. As always, 
it was still scabbarded to his waist, alongside the dagger. 
But as to how the cumbersome weapons had made it through the 
collision and swim to shore with him, Buifra did not give 
time to think. 

He then noted the several black fins that were neatly 
cutting through the blood darkened waters. There would be no 


more bodies to be washed up оп shore. Again the reminder 
that he was the sole survivor of a crew of twenty hit him 
like a hard slap across the face. The storm and the devils 


of the deep had seen to that. 

The red sun burned down from the cloudless sky, and 
Buifra's parched throat soon felt its effect. Не would have 
to find fresh water if he were to survive for even a day. In 
one direction, there was the salt filled sea. And in every 
other direction, he could see nothing but sand and rocks, 
stretching up and down the sea coast as far as he could see. 
It was the same inland, only with more sand than rocks. He 
almost wished that he could join his dead companions. 


He had thrown in his lot with them, а group of adven- 
turers, to go on a voyage across the Octin Ocean to the city 
of Kiva, which was оп the southern continent 01 Quanam. 
Buifra had had no real reason for signing on as a crewmember 
of one of the four ships making the voyage to Kiva, save for 
the fact that he was broke as usual. Also, the thought of 
becoming rich in a strange and relatively unknown and unex- 
plored land had appealed strongly to the young barbarian,who 
had become bored with his occupation as a thief on Clomyth. 

The eight hundred mile voyage from the continent of 
Clomyth to Quanam was not expected to be without incidents 
of trouble, but for ten days it was just that. It was on the 
eleventh day out to sea that the storm struck. The four 
ships were quickly lost from sight of each other, and it was 
anyone's guess whether they were still on course ог not. 
Buifra had seen storms before, but this one was more furious 
than any he had ever seen or heard of. It was as if the gods 
of the water and the sky had locked together “іп immortal 
combat. 

During the third night of the storm, Buifra had sighted 
land,as he had volunteered to be on the lookout tower at the 
time. But although Не could see the rocky monoliths that 
jutted out of the raging waters ahead of the ship,nothing he 
could say or do could prevent their crashing upon them. The 
ship was instantly crushed to kindling against the stone 
barriers,and it was only by some miracle of fate or the gods 
that he had been thrown free of the wreckage by the initial 


collision. Now there was nothing left of his friends and 
that ship but sixteen bloated corpses and a few boards and 
planks. 


There was yet the possibility that one or two of the 
other ships had survived the storm and had made it to Kiva. 
Buifra could only pray that this was so. Meanwhile, he had 
to make it to Kiva himself. He was alone, without food or 
water, on a strange and unknown continent, that of Quanam. 
This was his present situation, and Buifra knew it was not a 
joyous one. But he was Buifra the Darkk, a warrior, and he 
would survive. Of that he had no doubts. 

Surveying the barren terrain, Buifra figured that Kiva 
was somewhere to the north of him. There was nothing he 
could accomplish by remaining here, although he could not 
even guess how far north Kiva might be. ^ Venomously cursing 
his luck, һе resigned his fate to 088% and whatever gods he 
believed or half believed in. 

Then, without a backward glance, the lone barbarian be- 
gan his long walk up the coastline of eternal Quanam, larg- 
est land mass on all of Omentis. It was to be a memorable 
journey. 


=_= 


Buifra had not traveled far when he thought Һе heard 
something moving behind a group of rocks that lay before 
him. 

"Who or what goes there?" he challenged, his broadsword 
shooting forth from its scabbard. "I command you to show 
yourself." 

For the space of a few heartbeats, there was only si- 
lence. Then, from behind a large boulder came a single fig- 
ure, completely swathed from head to foot in decaying white 
cloth and cloak. At least, the cloak had at one time been 
white, as it now was yellowed with what appeared to be in- 
credible age or usage. Totally enveloped by the cloak, there 
was nothing upon him that was not covered ог hidden by the 
thick material. Apparently it was to protect him both from 
the desert heat of the day and the chilling cold of the 
night. 

Buifra recognized him at once to be a desert nomad, but 
of what tribe, nationality or race, Не was unable to tell. 
The cloak and other garments covered the figure so well that 
his only distinguishing feature was that he was slightly 
taller than the barbarian. And Buifra stood, for all his 
young age, well over six feet, six inches, in height. 

"Sheathe your weapon," rasped the face hidden nomad, "I 
carry no weapons, nor do I desire to harm thee." His cloak 
covered arms hung limply at his sides. Buifra lowered his 
Sword, but as was his custom, did not scabbard it as he had 
been asked. Не was not as yet convinced that the mysterious 
figure who stood in front of him would not be of any danger. 
It was the same feeling he had toward everyone, but it was a 
habit that helped keep him alive. 

"What are you doing here?" Buifra asked uneasily, keep- 
ing a safe distance away from the one he had spoken to. It 
was not easy for him to understand the gutteral speech of 
the Quanamic nomad, but a member of the crew had taught him 
enough of the language to be understood and to understand 
what was said to him. 

"My name is Lamn Ameb," answered the nomad, bowing his 
hidden form to Buifra. "Т was scouting for a caravan when а 
sand storm separated me from my companions. Becoming lost in 
the midst of the storm, my horse threw me a few miles back." 
He pointed to some featureless sand dunes in the distance. 
"I heard waves breaking upon the rocks and came here to see 
what I could find. As you can see, all my provisions were 


attached to my horse and thus lost. And, unfortunately, one 
cannot drink the salted waters of the sea. 


But who be you, who speaks with such a barbaric ас- 
cent? I see that you have the trappings of a warrior, but 
surely you cannot be of Quanam?" 

"No," replied Buifra, idly fingering the yellowite 
hilt of his sword, "I was shipwrecked last evening on this 
accursed shore, the sole survivor of the crew. Doubtless 
the same storm that brought me here separated you from your 
caravan. I am known as Buifra, Buifra the Darkk. I'm a mer- 
cenary traveling from far Zamobt and I was bound for the 
city of Kiva. Do you know where we are in relation to its 
location?" 

The young barbarian then scabbarded his sword, hoping 
that this action would make Lamn Ameb feel easier to speak. 
It was obvious that he couldn't be of any harm to Buifra or 
anyone else. 

"The city you seek lies two days journey to the north," 
answered Lamn Ameb solemnly. "But as you know, the salt 
water of the ocean cannot be drank, and neither of us is 
with provisions. Yet we need not worry, for before I was 
separated from the caravan, I had almost reached a little 
known oasis. If my thinking is correct, it is but a half a 
day's journey inland from where we now stand." 

As he had listened,Buifra ran his hand over cracked and 
blistered lips. He had not forgotten his attempt to dampen 
his burning throat with the salty water, succeeding only in 
wetting his lips and making him even thirstier than he had 
been before. Now this talk of an oasis nearly had him quiv- 
ering with expectation. He urged Ameb to go on. 

"I see that I do not need to ask twice the question of 
your accompanying me to the oasis. $0 be it. I will be glad 
to take you there. 1'11 also need protection from the fierce 
desert wolves, as we Zuttites carry all our weapons upon our 
horses instead of on our persons." 

The Darkk thought it a strange ап perhaps unwise tra- 
dition that the nomadic Zuttites of Quanam did not carry any 
weapons on their person. But as he did not wish to show his 
youthful ignorance of such matters,he said nothing about it. 
He knew nothing of the ways of the Zuttites, yet he still 
thought it odd that Lamn Ameb covered his body with so much 
unneeded material. He couldn't help but stare, nor could he 
prevent himself from having the nomad notice his staring. 

"You will forgive me if I don't show you my face," said 
Lamn Ameb, "but a recent affliction of the skin makes it im- 


perative that the harsh rays of the sun do not touch upon my 
flesh. But do you still wish to accompany me? For the sun 
is at its zenith,and if we depart now,we can reach the oasis 
by nightfall." 

"A man must have water," replied Buifra,his mouth feel- 
ing like a bowl of dried clay. "And where there is water 


there is most likely food of some sort. Lead on then, for 
we must have both if we are ever to reach Kiva." 

Positioning his cloak over his head to protect his face 
from the searing rays of the red sun of Omentis, Buifra then 
checked the placement of his ironite broadsword and dagger. 
They were sharp as ever and could be grasped in practically 
a moment's thought. He was ready now for anything. 

Glancing up at the fiery orb that hung overhead, the 
young barbarian was reminded of the single red eye of a 
species of devil-apes that he had once encountered a few 
years ago. А trio of the four-armed beasts had attacked him 
while he had been hunting in his native country of Zambot, 
and he had dispatched them all without receiving a scratch 
He had been but fifteen vears old at the time,and he was not 
much older now. 

Looking away from the sun, Buifra fell in Step behind 
the Zuttite, who already was disappearing over the closest 
sand dune. Аз he did so, he felt the sand steaming beneath 
his booted feet. If not well known, the Quanamic deserts of 
death were at least well named. 


----3-- 


Buifra cursed to himself ав һе tried to keep up with 
the swiftly moving Zuttite. He could not understand how Lamn 
Ameb could keep such a steady pace in the oppressing heat 
It did not even appear that Ameb was breathing hard. Still, 
Buifra realized that the nomad had lived in this climate all 
his life, and therefore had become accustomed to the heat. 
Stumbling into an unseen pocket of sand, Buifra fell to his 
knees with a noise that was half a gasp and half a curse. 
The sand burned his hands and unprotected knees. The heat of 
the late afternoon sun was as intense as it had ever been, 
and Buifra thought he would go mad if he did not have water 
or shade soon. As he fell again after just regaining his 
balance, the Darkk wished he had never acquired this seem- 
ingly uncurable wanderlust of his 

Without a look behind him or speaking a single word, 
Lamn Ameb glided across another barren dune of sand. Оп his 
feet once more, the exhausted barbarian lumbered on to stay 
up with him. It was far from easy, but it was done. For 
Buifra had never been beaten by man or beast before, апа he 
was not going to let that happen now. Again he stumbled and 
reeled, but this time, did not fall. 


The sun had set but a few minutes when Buifra first saw 


the date trees swaying in the distance. There were only a 
half dozen of them, growing beside a small lake, but they 


were а welcome sign of food for the taking.  Ruifra was glad 
to see them, as even a barbarian couldn't have lasted much 
longer without food or drink. Never accustomed before to 
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such exposure to the sun and heat, he could feel 
the sunburnt skin peeling from the areas of his 
body that had not been covered by his cloak. The 
cooling night breeze 414 little to ease the burn- 
ing, but Buifra had other things on his mind to 
worry about. 

One thought which amazed and mystified him 
was the dexterity of Lamn Ameb, who stood a short 
distance ahead of him. The Zuttite had not spoken 
a single word since their first meeting,but Buifra 
was not offended by his silence. He was only re- 
lieved to know that the nomad had led then 
straight to the oasis as he had said he would. 

The two moons had both risen, casting their 
pale fingers of silvery light upon the water and 
trees. Pulling off his dust caked cloak, Buifra 
rushed past the Zuttite and dived headlong into 
the clear water when he finally reached the oasis. 
He was underwater for some minutes, then he came 
up to the surface again, laughing, while at the 
same time coughing on the water that had gotten 
into his lungs. The Zuttite said nothing, but 
stood silently by the side of the lake. 

"Drink your fill, man," cried Buifra, the 
moon lit water reaching to his waist. "Fear not! 
The water is clean and pure." He dived under 
again, anxious to wash off the dust and sand from 
his aching body. Without a word, Lamn Ameb walked 
over to the very edge of the lake and bent down to 
drink. Beneath the surface, the Darkk could hear 
water being splashed above him. But whether the 
Zuttite was drinking or not, he didn't know or 
care. He rose to the surface. 

"You search for some food," Buifra said as he 
waded out of the water. "I'll go get some dry wood 
for a fire." Buifra chuckled to himself, wondering 
where he would find wood that wasn't dry in the 
middle of the desert. Cleaning his cloak in the 
water, he glanced back to where he had left Lamn 
Ameb, he saw that the nomad had already gone to 
gather some dates for their meal. 

By the light of the two moons,Buifra collect- 
ed a fair amount of wood that he had found lying 
about at the far end of the lake. But something 
else was 8180 revealed to him by the moonlight. 
For there,half buried in a receding sand dune, was 
what appeared to be a group of artificially carved 
slabs of rock. Going over to it, Buifra saw that 
it in reality was some sort of tomb. Most likely, 
this too had been uncovered by that same accursed 
storm. Using the fragment of heat-stone Пе had 
saved from the shipwreck, the Darkk quickly con- 
structed a torch to get a better look. 

The tomb had the appearance of being unbe- 
lievably ancient in design and construction. Two 
ornately carved columns stood next to either side 
of what was apparently the entrance slab into the 
tomb. Time and the wind and sand had worn away 
most of the bas-reliefs and carvings that had at 
one time covered every inch of the columns. On 
closer inspection of the entrance slab, Buifra 
discovered a form of hieroglyphics unlike any he 
had ever seen before carved upon it. He also noted 
а large crack between one of the side slabwalls 
and the entrance slab of the tomb. 

Bringing his torch light next to the crack, Buifra 
could see that it was a little too small for him to slip 
through. The light of the torch flickered oddly, and the 
barbarian then smelled the musty odor that issued from the 
erack in the tomb wall. It was the smell of something that 
had long been dead. Thrusting the torch momentarily into the 
crack, Buifra could still see nothing of the tomb's ghostly 
interior. He shivered in spite of himself. 

Why a tomb had been constructed in the middle of no- 
where, Buifra had no idea. He was curious to know the rea- 
sons why, but he was unable to translate the writing of a 
civilization that had existed centuries before his great 
great grandfather had ever been born. Even the type of rock 
the tomb was composed of was somehow unlike any stone ог 
rock that he had ever come upon in all his wanderings. 

Then the thought that Lamn Ameb might be able to trans- 
late the hieroglyphics presented itself to Ruifra. He had 
nothing to Лозе by asking. Gathering up the wood he col- 


lected earlier, he headed back toward the part of the lake 
where he had last seen the Zuttite. But not until he had put 
the still burning torch in by another minor crack in the 
tomb to guide him here when he returned. 

Reaching the spot where they had separated,Buifra found 
Lamn Ameb already there and waiting for him. Lying on the 
sand before Ameb was a small pile of dates. Buifra knew it 
was only his imagination, but if it wasn't for the dates 
being in front of the Zuttite, he would have sworn that the 
nomad hadn't moved since he had left. 

Again using his fragment of heat-stone, Buifra soon had 
a good sized blaze going. Не tended it for a few moments, 
and then took a fistful of dates in each hand from the pile 
that Lamn Ameb had gathered. 

"Aren't you going to eat?" mouthed the barbarian who 
had been surnamed the Darkk. For although the Zuttite sat in 
easy reach of the dates,he made no sign that he was going to 
eat them. "Gaaf and Wambreug, you must be just as starved as 
I am." He poked at the fire with a piece of wood. 

"Thank you, barbarian," replied Ameb quietly, "but no, 
I ate my share before you returned with the wood for the 
fire." His voice sounded to Buifra like the wind being blown 
through dry, hollow reeds. "And besides," continued the Zut- 
tite, "I never really cared for eating...dates." 

Buifra nodded in assent, aware that the nomad was never 
going to use more words in his conversation than were abso- 
lutely necessary. However, Не could not keep himself from 
staring at Lamn Ameb, who sat opposite him from the fire. He 
had yet to get a good look at the Zuttite, if Zuttite he 
truly was. He had been unable to tell as Ameb had made sure, 
though not noticeably, that the heavy folds of cloth never 
revealed any part of his body to sight. The silence in which 
both men sat began to unnerve Buifra, and he decided to ask 
about the tomb he had discovered. 

"Do you know any of the ancient writings of this land?" 
Buifra began, making another torch as he spoke. The large 
mound of cloth that sat а few feet away from him moved 
slightly, and Buifra knew that Ameb was awake and listening. 

"That I do, young warrior," answered the Zuttite. Щи 
have learned many forgotten and obscure languages in пу 
treks across the vast deserts of Quanam. Why do you as 
He abruptly pulled his cloak closer about him. 

"I was but wondering if you could decipher some in- 
scriptions I have found not far from here. They're written 
on an ancient tomb or crypt, and I have to admit that I'm 
curious as to what the inscriptions say." Interested though 
he appeared in the writings on the tomb, Buifra was far more 
interested in the possibility that there might be treasure 
of some kind hidden within the tomb. But of this train of 
thought, he said nothing, although Buifra imagined the nomad 
would be just as greedy for gems and jewels as he was. Nor 


would he mind splitting the treasure, if there were any,with 
Ameb. It was he who had saved his life by bringing him to 
this oasis of life. y to find out if 
there was treasure, and 
that would be by re- 
turning to the tomb. 

"Т wouldn't mind 


There was only one w 


doing this for you, if 
it is all you ask for 
your protecting те 
across the d 


Where is t 
tomb of which 

speak?" The  Zutt 
slowly raised himse 
off the hard p 
sand 


wastes. 


"I'll show you," 
Buifra said excitedly, 
lighting the torch with 
a brand from the fire. 
"Follow behind m 
It's on the far side of 
the lake." Without an- 
other word, the unusu- 
ally silent nomad began 
to follow behind h 
Too anxious to wait for 
him, Buifra walkec 
more quickly than Ameb 
on their way to the 
tomb. And this time 
it was Lamn Ameb who 
hastened his pace to keep up with the barbarian, who, torch 
in hand, was heading toward the ancient structure ће 
found. 


ad 
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The two torches produced weird and flickering shadows 
over the tomb entrance аз Buifra and Lamn Ameb studied the 
slab which contained the hieroglyphics. By the added light 
of the second torch, Buifra could see the tomb more clearly 
than he had been able to earlier. The tomb was 
from a substanc 


constructe 
which closely resembled black marble, al- 


though it was evident that no such kind of stone had been 
carved by human hands for over thousands of years. The Darkk 
had seen this kind of stone before, although he couldn't re- 
member exactly when or where. Nor did he realize that he 
would someday see this black stone again. 

"Well," he said gruffly, impatient to know what was in 
the tomb, "can you decipher it or not?" 

"I can," replied Ameb, who had been studying the in- 
scriptions for some time now, having brushed the sand away 
from most of the hieroglyphics that remained intact. "I know 
this form of writing quite well, though few now know of its 


existence ог how to read it." Не turned his cloak covered 
head to Buifra. "Do you wish to know what it says?" 
"Of course I do!" breathed Buifra. "That's why 1 


brought you here to see the tomb. Read on, I implore you!" 
He moved closer to the Zuttite, with the torchlight hovering 
over him like spectral eyes. 

"Much of what is to be read has been obscured or erased 
by the sands of time, so I cannot be very specific. But I 
can translate what I have been able to read like this: It 
seems that a black sorcerer of the Chjem-ka was entombed 
here, alive, over eight or nine hundred years ago." 

"The Chjem-ka!" swore Buifra, hearing the name of the 
irst race of humans who had lived and died upon Omentis so 
many thousands of years ago. 

"It was one of their kind who was buried here," contin- 
ued Lamn Ameb, crouching before the entrance slab. "The 
majority of the inscription is a warning to those who come 
upon this tomb." 

The Zuttite stopped short in his reading as the howl of 
a desert wolf was heard in the distance. Buifra could not 
prevent himself from trembling with excitement as he motion- 
ed for Ameb to read the warning. The lone wolf had since 
stopped howling, but neither seemed to notice it. 

"It goes on to say that no one should ever dare open 
the tomb ог let it be opened, аз the sorcerer within would 
then be able to escape, being possessed of the power of life 
everlasting. But it is an unnatural immortality, as this 
sorcerer would also need men's blood to sustain its unholy 
half life. Unfortunately,, the remainder of what is written 
has since been erased or filled in by the sand." 


(1) 


"Do you have any knowledge of who was buried here?" 
inquired Buifra, taking an uneasy glance at the crack in the 
side of the tomb that had been caused by the weight of the 
sand being shifted over the centuries. The repulsive odor 
that issued forth from the crack seemed to press upon him, 
causing Buifra to back away a few feet from Ameb and the 
tomb. 

"I do," said the Zuttite, rising to his full height. 
"I know well who was entombed here so long ago, to wait for 
man or the elements to release him from that black hole in 
the desert sands. Т am surprised that you have not realized 
who it is by now, ав part of his name has been mentioned to 
you before." 

"Who, then?" asked Buifra, unable to control his youth- 
ful, yet inane curiosity. Up above, the moons Над them- 
selves become buried in the clouds, darkening the strange 
tableau. 

"The one named Lamntrenvisetiz  Amebronusucces, black 
sorcerer of the Chjem-ka." 

Then, moving faster than a moment's thought, the cloak 
covered hands of the undead sorcerer went straight for Bui- 
fra's throat. 
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His hands prevented from reaching his broadsword or 
dagger by the unexpected attack, Buifra fought to keep his 
balance. The undead thing clawed madly at his thickly corded 
throat, аз it tried to fasten its vampirous teeth upon his 
jugular vein. Buifra himself struggled desperately, noting 
how the fetid breath of Amebronusucces hideously matched the 
odor of the tomb he had escaped from. The enveloping death 
shroud of the Chjem-kan sorcerer Напрегей Buifra's own at- 
tempts to get a grip on the thing's throat. 

The veins stood out on the Darkk's forehead as Amebron- 


usucces slowly began to cut off the barbarian's intake of 
air. Buifra knew he would have to break that hold soon or 
he would eventually black out from lack of air, never to 
awaken again. With the sorcerer's weight and cloak both 
pinning him and entangling him, it was impossible for Buifra 
to reach his weapons. His ears were beginning to ring as his 
vision faded before him. 

If he was going to escape, it would have to be by sheer 
strength alone. Then Buifra suddenly recalled a tactic that 


had been shown to him by an old Thekola, when the Darkk had 
been but a young lad. It was his last chance, for no more 
air was entering into his lungs, and all was a blood red 
haze that pounded like a hammer throughout his entire being. 
And still he stood upright, while the hands of the undead 
sorcerer closed tighter and tighter about his neck. 

Choking with pain,Buifra clenched his hands into fists, 
making himself believe that they were as hard as rocks. He 
concentrated on that one thought; that his fists were blocks 
of stone, able to smash through anything. The red haze was 
now turning black, but still he continued to concentrate on 
the power of his fists. It was all he had to use. Concen- 
trate, the witch-woman had told him, for the mind can some- 
times be of more strength to the body than any sword or 
dagger. 

Feeling his veins ready to burst with the strain of 
Amebronusucces' grip around his throat, Buifra swung his 
fists together to where he imagined the Chjem-kan's head to 
be. Then, with a sound comparable to a clay urn shattering, 
he smashed his rock hard fists against the head of Amebron- 
usucces. Blacking out, Buifra prayed that the power of sug- 
gestion had as much strength as the Thekola had said it did. 
For if it did not, he would never awaken again to tell her 
so. 


ERE, REOR 


Groaning softly, Buifra slowly rolled away from the 
thing that lay still and silent in the sand, its head shat- 
tered like so much pottery. Cold sweat covered the Darkk's 
nerve racked form as he gulped down huge amounts of the cold 
night air. He felt for the marks on his throat that were 
forever to be a reminder of his first meeting with the un- 


dead beings that inhabited various areas of all Omentis. 

As he rose weakly to his feet, Buifra looked down at 
what lay before him,still entirely covered with the moulding 
cloth. He unscabbarded his ironite broadsword, for he was 
not going to take any more chances that the long dead Chjem- 
kan sorcerer might yet be capable of tearing and maiming for 
men's blood. 

Through it all, the torches had remained burning, and 
pulling one loose from its niche in the tomb wall, Buifra 
took it with him to investigate what was left of Amebronu- 
succes. Shuddering because of he knew not what, he tore the 
cloak away from the corpse with the tip of his sword. Then 
Buifra leaped back aghast, а blasphemous oath bursting from 
his lips, and the torch falling from his grasp. He had re 
ceived his first good look at what had been his companion to 
this oasis of death. 

Buifra's immediate thoughts were to run back to the 
coast again,far away from this bewitched lake and tomb. This 
he proceeded to do, his booted feet making little noise in 
the everlasting sands of Quanam. 

For what had attacked him had not been a Zuttite, nor 
even a Chjem-kan,as he had heard them described. As beneath 
the burning cloth which had been set afire by the fallen 
torch lay no man, but an age blackened skeleton with the 
crushed skull of a wolf. The thing that had introduced it- 
self to Buifra as Lamn Ameb. 
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Buifra the Darkk was never sure of how he made it to 
Kiva alone, and without food or water. Nor did he actually 
care, for in Kiva he was safe for the moment. Не remembered 
little of what had occurred in the day and night it took him 
to reach his originally planned destination, having been de- 
lirious at the time. There was but one thing that remained 
Stuck in his memory, like a burr sticks upon a goat. 

It was when he had been set upon by a pack of wild de- 
sert wolves. There had been six of them, yet he had killed 
them all without receiving a single wound. How he had been 
able to do it in his condition, he did not know. But for 
Buifra,it was something well worth remembering. And whatever 
happened before that, to him, was well worth forgetting. 


THE END 


by STRNAD 


Anomaly 1 appears to have 
been a success. It was very 
well received by the fans and 
reviewers both, and many peo- 
ple ordered Anomaly 2 in aà- 
vance after seeing #1. I'm 
heartened and thankful. Still, 
a few loose ends remain to be 
tied. 

Yes, ERB lovers, Robert 
Kline's cover painting was 
from Thuvia, Maid of Mars. His 
s-f strip was written and il- 
lustrated by Robert in early 
1968 you'll notice a marked 
difference between it and this 
issue's "Gorvan" strip (which 
was done around August of last 
year, 1969). The Archie Good- 
win storyboard prelims were 
reduced slightly; the origi- 
nals are a full 81/2 by 11 
inches, rather than the crop- 
ped 7 by 9 1/4. I am still trying to locate Lance DeLipski. 
And, except for one final plea for those who haven't seen 
the first issue to please order it, that's enough talk about 
the past. 

Anomaly is one of two things, depending upon your point 
of view. For the comic fans, it is a comic fanzine with con- 
Siderably better writing and illustration than most comic 
zines and many professional publications. For the science 
fiction and sword & sorcery fans, it is an s-f fanzine with 
an abundance of illustrative, artistic material. Take your 
Pick. The reason for merging these two divergent areas of 
interest is simple, and primarily egocentric. 

I learned to read from comics. (Т was able to breeze 
through "Run, Тар, Run" in school; попе of the words even 
came close to "invulnerable".) Then I was attracted by the 
strange, unearthly covers оп the paperbacks shelved next to 
the comic rack, and became addicted to science fiction. For 
years the two media existed peacefully side by side, pollut- 
ing my brain with equal force and molding it into the warped 
design it now retains. But then I became involved in fandom, 
and I discovered the dichotomy between the comics people and 
the s-f fans,a parting of the ways that seemed most peculiar 
to me. 

Of course, the comics I was first exposed to, outside 
Superman and Green Lantern, were very heavily oriented to- 
wards science fiction to begin with, and I was past the most 
formulative stages of my life when the super-heroes appeared 
in Marvel. So for me, the media were melted together from 
the start. And yet it seemed odd that I should entertain a 
love for both the comic medium and the science fiction field 
while others viewed it as an either-or affair. Surely Tomp- 
kins Sundry of Wichita, Kansas isn't the only store to place 
the paperbacks next to the comic books. But ignoring for 
the moment those fans who are in a similar situation as my- 
self, I developed a couple of theories that might pertain to 
the remainder. 

First,the super-heroes have reigned supreme during much 
of comic book history, and super-heroes (whether of Golden 
Age or Marvel variety) have little in common with science 
fiction. Their "science" borders on fantasy, and yet holds 
none of the mythical appeal of fantasy fiction. The stories 
are trite and undemanding in the least, which is requisite 
for any "literature" being supported by grade schoolers and 
enjoyed only on the fringes (the fannish level) by older 
persons. No wonder the average s-f fan grew bored with them 
early in the game, before he developed a collective mania or 
learned that Tarzan was better illustrated than Batman. His 
interest died before his artistic taste could develop, and 
the mediocre sketches he is now fed by the pro s-f magazines 
don't help any. 


(3) 


The comic fan,whatever the reason may be that he stayed 
with the comics, hasn't been exposed to good writing through 
them. (Тһе fact that anyone can learn to enjoy reading af- 
ter the grueling torture our educational system puts kids 
through in this field of training is amazing. I'm surprised 
Fahrenheit 451 isn't the first temperature they memorize.) 
So if all he has been fed is mediocrity, how can he possibly 
judge what he sees by any other standards -- that which is 
least-mediocre becomes the epitome of literary and artistic 
achievement. A vacuum for quality material has come into 
existence, and must be filled. 

And this is why Anomaly exists. The artists are doing 
what they enjoy, апа this is a far better incentive to pro- 
ducing quality work than paying them a token amount to do 
what the eight-year 0145 demand. The writers аге writing 
what they want to write, without the need to conform to any 
ultra-Puritan, senseless restrictions, or to simplify their 
stories to the point of nothingness. This freedom is the 
most I can give them. The s-f fans are now being exposed to 
quality artwork, and the comic fans can see what competent 
writing produces. Though I have no intention of bringing 
the two fandoms together into one huge conglomerate, and 
wouldn't desire such a merging even if it were possible, I 
do hope that a few horizons can be broadened and that some- 
thing can be gained by all involved. And I think we can have 
a lot of good times along the way. 

Now another question poses itself: what form is Anomaly 
going to take? Slick, thick, annual "superzine" as is the 
current craze among quality productions? Or fair-to-middling 
regular fanzine? The answer is another compromise. 

Anomaly will contain as many pages as r-number of read- 
ers paying 75¢ each will support, and will be as regular 
(striving toward quarterly) as the inflow of quality mater- 
ial will allow. Т refuse to compromise оп the quality: if 
one particular issue will be delayed because of a lack of 
worthwhile material, so be it; but I won't, under any cir- 
cumstances, put out a fair-to-middling issue for the sake of 
making some abstract timetable. Each issue will be sold to 
as many people as possible in as short a time as I can do 
зо: I'd rather take out a month and fill orders and then 
move on to the next issue than to piddle along at both sim- 
ultaneously. Which means simply that I'm not going to print 
many extras; when I run out of the current issue, your sub- 
Scription will be extended. 

So that is where things stand. If you like it, fine; if 
you don't, offer alternatives. I'm always open to advice, 
criticism, and any new directions you'd like to try. Artists 
and authors are welcomed and wanted, but please include full 
return postage if you want your stuff back. And if you're a 
poet, well, Riverside Quarterly's a fine publication. 


>< 
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INTRODUCTION 


I have to admit it -- I'm hooked on 
Bode'. Му habit dates back to my junior 
year in high school, on a day when I was 
about to die in the cultural vacuum of 
trig class, when, within the pages of a 
dubious looking paperback titled Wonder 
Wart-Hog, Captain Crud 4 Other Super 
Stuff, I discovered a strange looking 
beastie with а bill that looked like a 
smashed country mail box. "The Masked 
Lizard" by Vaughn -Bode'! And by surprise 
the strip was creative, original--some- 
thing generally lacking in today's comic 


strips. I consumed it quickly, delight- 


ing in every brief moment. From that 


Ё 


= 
= 
= 


moment on I've been hooked. "The Ma- 
chines", "The Man", "Тһе Junkwaffel In- 
vasion of Kruppenny Island',"Cheech Wiz- 
ard", "Deadbone", "The Race to the Moon" 
and more came my way by fair means or 
foul, and now Galaxy has become similar- 
ly enslaved to the Bode' habit--a devel- 
opment as psyche-shattering as that ini- 
tial exposure ages ago. And now once 
again, here is Vaughn Bode's first pub- 
lished work, "Тһе Masked Lizard". Read 
it, fellow addicts, in fond remembrance. 
And if you're new to the Bode' scene, 
well, you've got a long, enjoyable, and 
perfectly legal habit ahead of you! 


A 
"HOMO Їінтешісоџэ LIZARDUS’ 


BÓ МЕ BEGIN BY STATING HOW VERY RARE THIS 
5 PARTICULAR SPECIES OF LIZARDIS. AS FAR ASIS 
! KNOWN, THIS IS THE ONLY ONE OF ITS KIND ON A 
Я EARTH. THAT THEIREPTILE COMES FROM ANOTHER 
И SOLAR SYSTEM IS ESTABLISHED FACT, ALTHOUGH. $ 
Ы) SOME DOUBT EXISTS AS TO THE STAR'S POSITION Д 
КЫ IN RELATION TO OUR PLANET. "| 
EM BEFORE THELIZARDS HISTORY IS RELATED, LET 
557 US CONSIDER, IN LAYMAN'S TERMS OF COURSE, Ж 
AN ANATOMICAL AND BIOLOGICAL SKETCH. 
WE. FIND THAT IT STANDS NEARLY 4 FEET IN 
I.) HEIGHT AND WEIGHS 102 LBS. IT SHOULD ALSO Bf 
BE NOTED THATITS EPIDERMIS IS A PLEASING 
TROPICAL GREEN. 
THE. LIZARD'S DIET SEEMS TO CONSIST OF 
ig SALADS, ALCOHOL AND NICOTINE IN VARIOUS 5 
Қ; AMOUNTS. WHY THIS 15, WE CANNOT SAY,HOWEVER ДГ 
à ONE NOTED BIOLOGIST RECENTLY SUGGESTED | 
у THAT; “THIS ODD DIET QUITE PROBABLY IS REQUIRED 
Д BECAUSE OF THE ADVERSE EFFECTS OF EARTHS. 
GRAVITATIONAL FIELD ON THE CREATURES INTESTINES, 
Ші PERSONALLY, I DISAGREE AND THINK IT MAY BE 
Я DUE TO MORAL DECAY, BUT THEN THAT 15 NOT 


MY BEST DEPARTMENT EITHER ооо 
TA ЕЕ у. 2 ES 


WELL NOW THAT WE HAVE A GENERAL VIEW OF THE 
LIZARD AS REGARDS [15 PHYSICAL APPEARANCE, 
WE MUST PUSH ON FOR A BRIEF BIOGRAPHY. 

ИЗ JULY 22,1941 IN THE SYSTEM OF BUN 505, 

ON THE PLANET, SALMANDRIA... 

some ЕРУ 

та 

жа 


, 


[Cx 


A HIGH PRIEST ANOINT'S THE LIZARD CHILD, STUFFS 
HIM INTO THE DAILY SACRIFICE SHELL AND 
FIRES HIM OFF THE PLANET INTO THE SUN. 

FATE |S BY THE SAINTLY REPTILES SIDE FOR AT 
ONE POINT A METORITE BOUNCES THE CAPSULE 
OUT OF ITS PREDESTINED COURSE... 


ON NOV.4.1946 АТ 3AM.GREENWICH TIME; THE 
SPACE. CAPSULE CRASHES THROUGH THE DOME OF 
THE SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY OBSERVATORY KİLLİNG 
AN OBSCURE PROFESSOR, AND IMBEDS ITSELF 


HE RENOVATED A PORTION OF UNFINISHED 5 
AND THERE. WASTED HIS ENERGY ON STUDIOUS 
PERSUITS UNTILL ОЙБНЮНТ HE 15 APROACHED 
BY THE GOVERMENT ORGANIZATION CALLED THE 


US.CIA. THEY ENLIST THE MARD A5 A SECRET _ 


"TIME PASSES AS THE SHELL BUMPS ALONG ACROSS THE 
CHUBBYNESS OF SPACE. THE. Liz ARD SEREPS, 

THEN SUDDENLY, FIVE. YEARS LATER, A NEW SOLAR" 

HOOD 15 ENTERED AND THE SMALL SHIP IS SOON 

CAPTURED |N ney ARTHS GRAVITONAL FIELD" 


SO, YEARS FLEW ВУ АМО THE. LIZARD GREW 
FROM AMEREORPHAN INTO A HORRIBLE, EXAMPLE 
OF HIS RACE. НЕ САМЕ TO LOVE THE ABOMINABLE 
SEWERS AS HOME AND WAS EVEN ABLE ТО 
EDUCATE HIMSELF BY LISTENING TO ECHOED 
LECTURES AND READING VARIOUS PRINTED REFUSE 
THAT FREQUENTLY 15 WASHED INTO THE SYSTEM... 


FOR TWO YEARS NOW, THE LIZARD HAS LABORED 
DILLIGENTLY WITH THEUSCIA. ELIMINATING ALL FORME 


THEY SWEAR THAT HIS LOYALTY WILL NOT GO 
UNOTICED, THAT INDEED НЕ ONE DAY SHALL BECOME 
A FULL FLEGGED CITIZEN OF THESE UNITED STATESII 

THAT IN ITSELF DOESN'T PARTICULARLY IMPRESS 


HIM, BUT (15 SOMETHING NICE FOR LIZARDS. 

THE USGIA. CHIEF, HARRY VAN LOON, HAS ONLY ONE 
PROBLEM WITH HIS SPECIAL AGENT AND THAT 15 
THE LIZARD'S IMPOSSIBLE SUPERMAN COMPLEX. WE. 
FIND THAT OUR HERO HAS ИНЕ) A SUIT AN CAPE 
AND NOW GOES BY ED МАМЕ ОЩЕ 


LIZARD}! 


Eius E ae 
Ја 
ISI] 


ANYWAY THEY IS THE 
RECENTLY CREATED 
IZATION 


|, THEM CALIS THEMSELES:. 
LIZARD ASHSSI 
DATS A 


Hours LATER, AF TER THE MASKEDLIZARD REGAINS 
CONSCIOUSNESS FROM BUMPING HIS HEAD AGAINST A 
PARTICULARLY LOW PIPE. WE FIND HE HAS CHANGED 
INTO HIS FAMOUS DISGUISE AND 15 LOADING UP 
THE 'AZARD MOBILE. 


(THINKS | 15 GONNA GO 
PAY'L.A. LIMITED А QUIET 
LITTLE ИТМ 

ET ME 


QMIAGERMAN 
Е РАРАСНОТ6 — , 
poa / ТОУ CANT 


| AN 
LATER HE. COMES TO AN UNOBSERVED HALT IN 


IFRONT of LIZARD ASSASSINATIONS LIMITED 5 HEADQUARTER 


И COME TO AN 
Е НА СМЕ 
| „НАШ IN FRONT OF 
: LIZARD А554: 
LIMITED'S" 
SIX 


ROWN OPEN AND 
SK&D LIZARD IN FULL 


ШТ 
НАП Teu You cuts 


60! 
YOU ALL GOIN' TO DA 


/ 


.. 


WITHOUT RESERVATIONS AND MISGIVINGS THE МОВ: 
MASKED LIZARD BEGINS A ^4 THODIG MACHINE 
GUNNING OF`L.A. LTD'S ORGANIC LIMBS AN MEMBERS. 


oHGop 
086.00 
оно? 


фе MARY THE 
LIZARD WHIPS OUT HIS MODEL INIZ.48 Cat B 
TTEARING HIS BELOVED U.S.CIA. TRENGH Со 


Ж 


Y OF THE ASSASSINS HEADQUATERS 
DECIMATED AS THE 
GRENADES EXPLODE IN Quick SUCCESSION Whine” 


ИШҮ THE DEToNATIONS DC DAMAGE 
ANT OF THE MASKED ЫТА UZARDS S INTERNAL ORGANS 


ІН MIND TOO THE FACT TAT MU ONDES тие 
OUTWARD... pu РЕК 
Елде DAY WHERE. А МОСК ИМЕНА, D Mou S MEN 


PLACE או‎ ORDER TO LURE THE LAST 
oo THE sete wisi NEA TEE. 


(йене. assassins, 


DESECRATE 
THE. MASHED АКР 
een nag 


4 | 
д | 


UNTIL ONE CASUALLT OPENS FEW MINUTES OF BEWILOERMENT 
Eo аты TP RUM АЛУ 1S QUT.HIS GRAVE IS ONLY THE ASSASSINS DISCOVER HE WAITING PLACE OF THE 
SKED LiT SEEMS SLEEP 
A PRONTA D CALEX. CUVER AMBUSHI bà HILE WAITING то SPRING HIS CUNNING TRAP... 


Mtt COLOUR 
LITTLE. HANDS ОРИ 


LATE THAT МЮИТЦЕ ONE HAD eae TOPASS THAT 
DESOLATE GRAVE YARD, ИТ HAVE HEARD THE 
MUFFLED SINGING OF OUR 


part two of a folio by 
ROBERT КОМЕ 


22, 


Be 
=>) 


"Before him, swaying like a sapling in the wind, stood a woman." 
The t's Daughter 


(19) "Then he realized that it was a gigantic serpent, which had writhed its 
= istening length up the side of the bow and gripped the luckless warrior 
its jaws." 


"Shrieking and howling, the demons raced hither and yon, at every stride 
striking down a Pict with a sweep of those talons." 
Wolves Beyond the Border 
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Mark Barclay Y name reads like a typo...a fact 
Chicago which innumerable other people have 
Illinois no doubt informed you. But...Anomaly. 


Text wise, Anomaly is moderately good, 
but the artwork, particularly the beautiful graphics of Rob- 
ert L. Kline make your fanzine excellent. 

First,the text part of Anomaly. Harlan Ellison's short- 
short was amusing and light; it is interesting to contrast 
it with some of his more recent works, which have been, at 
times, rather grim and morbid. The Archie Goodwin interview, 
unlike almost all of the interviews that have appeared in 
fanzines recently, this one was interesting and informative. 
I might add, though, that my taste, for the most part, does 
not run to interviews; this, though, might be attributed to 
the fact that almost all of the interviews that I have read 
recently have been ineptly handled. Му opinion on this kind 
0% material is to stay away from it in the future if you can 
unless it is exceptionally well done. 

Which brings us to more fiction. Your fiction. I ap- 
proached it warily, considering the type of (very) amateur 
fiction that some fanzines have been printing recently. Апа 
I was surprised; pleasantly so. The stuff was actually read- 
able, wonder of wonders. But I'm still dubious of the fan 
fiction that you promise for future issues. I suppose that 
it might be good, but then again, it might not...probably 
not. I really don't want to read fiction unless it's good 
enough to be published, in which case it probably should be. 
But I still will await the next issue--with the fiction that 
you promise--with as near to an open mind as I can. 

Artwork, аз I said before, was immensely good. Every- 
thing of Kline's I really enjoyed. His style, in various 
Places, seems like that of a number of people. His talents 


seem to be widely varied. The cover looked rather like Gray 
Morrow, I think (As you read all of these comments on art, 
Please bear in mind that I am not an artist of any sort; I 
can barely draw a straight line. You might actually go so 
far as to say that I don't know what I'm talking about). 
Kline's strip was interesting, although somehow it seems to 
me that his talents are not particularly well suited to 
strips; he seems better on single illos. The writing was 
competent, something which is surprising with most artists. 
He made the "alien" beast convincingly horrible, although it 
didn't seem too alien to me. Most quote alien unquote beasts 
usually aren't...alien. No matter how well done they may be. 
How about, for example, something that isn't bi-laterally 
symmetric, instead of something that looks remarkably like a 
dinosaur? And, whether the above indicated it or not, I did 
like the strip. 

Crandall's centerfold was truly beautiful, even if he 
isn't one of my favorite, favorite artists (people like Fra- 
zetta, Jones, Bode', Bok (!!), Finlay, and the Dillons are). 

Another artist who has impressed me greatly is Kenneth 
Smith. I enjoy both his work in Anomaly and Squa Tront. I 
really don't like Phillips' art that much; maybe it's just 
that in comparison with so many other good people he comes 
off poorly. 

In one of your ads, you speak of myriad offset crud- 
zines. You neglect to speak of another horror of the fanzine 
reader...the myriad first issue crudzines. And then there is 
the truly dread horror...the first issue, offset crudzine. 
Happily to say, I found none of these to be the case. For 
an ordinary issue, Anomaly was good, but for a first issue, 
it was excellent. Мау there be many more. And, hopefully, 
before the next eight years are up. 


(Well, it hasn't been quite that long, and I'm getting a bit 
swifter at it all. Meanwhile, thanks for writing. [ 


(Perhaps this isn't quite cricket, but I thought you readers 
might be interested in a quasi-LoC postcard I received from 
John McGeehan, one of comic fandom's leading fanzine re- 
viewers. Ав printed it emerges a bit short and snappy, but 
this is due simply to the Lack of space John had on the card 
and not out of any taciturnity on John's part.] 


John McGeehan Бе Anomaly апа it just doesn't 
Santa Ana contain enough comic oriented mat- 
California erial to be included in my list. I have 


other zines with even more comic mater- 
ial that aren't included and the publisher (of The Comic 
Reader,the zine my listing is in) hardly has room to squeeze 
in all of the comic oriented zines without my making it any 
longer with info on other ones. Sometimes the entire list- 
ing of "other zines of interest to comic fans" gets left out 
due to space limitations and so I don't even bother listing 
zines like Anomaly with only a small fraction of the mater- 
ial comic oriented. Future issues might include enough ama- 
teur strip work to be included;but this first issue doesn't. 


[Moving quickly on....] 


Jeffrey May Ex is a postal money order in 
Springfield the amount of 8.75. This of course 
Missouri is for the next issue of Anomaly. As 

soon as you can I urge you to start tak- 
ing subscriptions. 

You state that comic fandom is to be found profusely 
throughout your magazine, and so it is. However, it is my 
opinion that you should try and orient Anomaly toward "sci- 
ence fiction and sword 5 sorcery" as you say it is. Comics 
fandom in itself is pretty childish, no matter how much its 
fans like it. Mind you, I'm not running down the comic med- 
ium as a story-telling device (I'm awaiting Bob Kline's s&s 
strip eagerly), just the emphasis on it that I find in Anom- 
ащ. A fanzine with artists as good as yours and repro of 
high quality deserves something better than comic fandom. 
Please set your sights higher. 


[Тоо much comic material, huh Jeff? Not enough comic mater- 
ial, huh John? Well, let's see. My first reaction to your 
letter, John, was that you're making no discrimination be- 
tween quantity and quality. Defining "comic oriented" as 
strictly as possible, I come up with at least 13 pages of 
comice oriented stuff in Anomaly 1; a somewhat looser defint- 
tion gives us 20 pages; and comparing the material with that 
of other "comic fanzines" I can only eliminate one of the 82 
pages as being strictly non-comic (many comie fanzines print 
amateur fiction). Even allowing for only 13 pages of comic- 
oriented material, however, I find those 13 pages much more 
interesting than 32 pages of pure crud. And yet you would 
review a 32-page, comic-oriented crudzine, while ignoring 18 


pages of quality material? Similarly, Jeff, I find only five 


pages that definitely wouldn't interest the pure s-f fan (I 
don't think he would dig the Goodwin interview). As for the 
rest,I don't see that graphic material in itself necessarily 
gives Anomaly a slant that would alienate the s-f people un- 
less they had a particular antipathy for art in general. 
Conclusion: I need more opinions. Wha'd'ya think? 


W.G. Bliss 
Chillicothe 
Illinois 


here may come a day when almost all 

fanzines are better than prozines. 
The production of Anomaly is so good it 
has few peers; maybe Trumpet and Double 
Bill and Fantasy Illustrated and Witzend and Amra 

A way for a sequel to "His Brother's Keeper" occurs to 
me. The cells and perhaps also the soulstuff of Dorm and 
Mark dominate the creatures which ingested them, anā the 
planet has two intelligent monsters who can change into al- 
most anything,including splitting up into a lot of Marks and 


Dorms. They feed some of those to other monsters and multi- 
ply and the plot thickens until all of the monsters are an 
equal number of Marks and Dorms. Dorm craves to have the 
whole planet for himself and tries to scragg Mark and an al- 
most impossibly fierce war ensues and all of both perish. A 
large egg rolls out of a cave and the sun warms it and it 
hatches a monster of the same breed that ate Mark and Dorm. 
In the last panel it 15 half grown апа watches a spaceship 
setting down in the distance. Опе additional panel (my ima- 
gination keeps right on running on some things) the monster 
has changed itself into a medium sized building that has a 
pennant flying from its roof that says "Pleasure Palace" and 
five of the crew of the ship are headed towards it in a 
flitter. 

Ellison -- A rather ingenious short, most of the plot 
twists have been used up for Adam & Eve stories, though come 
to think of it I wonder if anybody has used this one: 

---for well nigh onto sixteen years he had traveled and 
wandered through the ruins never retracing his step. Every- 
one else was gone, dead. Then one day while cutting some 
wild asparagus for breakfast there was the roar of a motor- 
cycle.. It came closer. The last one ten years ago had been 
a disappointment: the rider had been a robot vainly seeking 
its master. It came up the road tooling skillfully around 
the rubble and stopped. It was a woman, young and dressed 
in dusty coveralls. Jubilation danced in his mind. "You are 
a woman and I am a man!" he exclaimed for lack of better in- 
spiration on the spur of the moment. She frowned a bit and 
said, "How about that? Т was raised by a robot on an island 
and I thought Ле was a man."--- 

Profile of Archie Goodwin is interesting & informative, 
especially as I like to do komic strip continuity, but it 
seems these days no comic artist is in need of any. And too 
I am overspecialized, only tune in perfectly to ones like 
the long extinct Krazy Katt and The Wizard of Id, whose cre- 
ators are self sparking. Actually the only comic books I've 
read, except for casual scanning, were Mad back when "Humor 
in a Jugular Vein" was on the logo,and of late, Wonder Wart- 
Hog. I still think the Hog would have been a success with 
enough publicity. Maybe if Millar had gotten him banned in 
a few places as being entirely too much (the Hog did not op- 
erate strictly on the human superhuman set of morals, of 
course) for tender young slightly post-puberty psyches. 

"Survivors" is topnotch fiction, and when it is all to- 
gether in a book someday it should Бе a top seller. Could 
be the cause for the survivors mutating and becoming feral 
is the last chemical/biological warfare development before 
the war. There is the advantage of having few if any qualms 
of hunting down and destroying remnants of an enemy if they 
are no longer human and are dangerous. I wonder darkly some- 
times if there is thought these days about some stich method 
of eliminating humanitarianism following wars, some means of 
keeping up the wartime psychology after the war. It would be 
at the least horrendous and inhumane,but such are the logis- 
tics and economy of war. 

"The Enchanted Sword" is a first chapter of a book. 
Getting the scabbard back becomes an unquenchable obsession 
for James. 

Ah me yes--crackpot inventions. I suppose the defini- 
tion of those 15 ones that don't work, ог ones that no one 
else believes work. It seems that only certain things do 
work in this well-ordered universe. Still though, it is fas- 
cinating to consider that a gravity powered engine reversed 
would be an anti-gravity device, and that not all parts of a 
mechanism have to be tangible, a very common observation--so 
common as to hardly be worthy of note unless one happens to 
be wondering how it is no new basic mechanisms have shown up 
in this late marvelous (expensive too) scientific era. 

Seeing that there is another Anomaly, I subscribed. In- 
cidentally although he faded from the fanscene long ago, Ray 
Palmer is still at the same 014 stand publishing saucer- 
stuff. 

I looked all through the rusty 014 file cabinet and 
couldn't find anything of- Anomaly calibre; about the only 
thing I've done suitable for the format has already been run 
by Hank Lutrell in Starling, and no doubt the sheer quality 
of the zine has already drawn a five years supply of mater- 
ial, and enough LoCs for a Niekas size lettercol. 

LI wonder about your statement about no new basic mechanisms 
being invented. Though I'm no scientist, I can't help but 
think of the transistor and those micro-miniature printed 
circuits (whatever they're called by people who know what 
they're talking about) as essentially new. True, they aren't 


quite as baste as the wheel 
and the Lever and the in- 
clined plane; but they've 
opened up so many пеш areas 
of research and technologi- 
cal advancement that I have 
to regard them as basic to 
a Large number of пеш sei- 
ences. And as for your 
idea that not all the parts 
of a machine have to be 
tangible, well, I ean al- 
ready imagine the scene 
where they award the Nobel 
prize to the “inventor of 
the intangible framistat: 
"Congratulations, Professor; 
your device 18 the marvel 
of the ages!" "Oh, thank 
you," he replies, "but, 
really, it's nothing!"] 


[Ken Smith's letter, following, requires a bit of pre-expla- 
nation: his defense of Witzend came after a rather biting 
harangue of mine denouncing the magazines new (beginning a- 
bout issue #5) image under Bill Pearson's direction. I be- 
lieve I had called the "new" Witzend "fecal matter".] 


Kenneth smith Ga globs of busywork kept me from 
New Haven sending you a note immediately a- 
Connecticut bout Anomaly #1, but here is a rather 
more late sort of note anyway. I thought 
the issue was extremely handsome, lacking only a two- or 
three-color cover in order to rank with the very best. 

Kline's story was pro material, and I was struck, as a 
matter of fact,at its coming out so soon after a Warren-Pub- 
lication story with approximately the same twist...which un- 
fortunately I can't locate, now that I look for it. In the 
future, keep your galleys locked up. 

The Goodwin interview was perfectly fascinating. Do 
more, and more, and more. And get Kline to do more work with 
washes (a la "Valley of the Worm"). The fiction, you don't 
have to be told, like the rest of the literary contents is 
magnitudes above fan-work. I'd like to remark on the stories 
in detail, but unfortunately I don't have time to re-read 
them now and I'm not much at skimming. Next time I'll write 
you while my memory's hot. My only negative note is about 
the Phillips illos, which seem comparatively substandard-- 
the style and technique seem so undeveloped, and yet one 
can't help but sense a keen eye for the dramatic here--I'm 
looking forward to following his progress through future 
issues. 

I really ought to take time out to drop a kind word for 
B. Pearson. You may know more about his career than I do, 
[Т don't] which is almost inevitable since I've seen none of 
the work he put in SATA. But I know that Wood is not so un- 
equivocally dismayed by the direction in which Pearson has 
taken Witzend -- Wood in fact hoped that Pearson could lure 
some variety to the zine which Wood himself couldn't pull in 
inasmuch as all of his acquaintances are in the comics field 
in the strictest sense, or perhaps I should say narrowest. 
Wood's admiration for underground art and semi-nonsense 
stories is rather considerable, however, and the feeling is 
apparently abroad in the comics industry that another uphea- 
val is imminent, just like in the late 40's and late 50's. 
Everyone, commercial publishers most of all, is looking for 
a new direction, on the one hand; on the other, there is in 
fact an abundance of original talent, most of it not especi- 
ally "directed" at all,doing really witty things in Zap (for 
instance--but not to deny by any means that there is also a 
lot of crap there that is banal or vulgar or pointless, to 
say the least). : I for one welcome the experimentation, be- 
cause the next decade ог score of years simply cannot go on 
degenerating into the kind of banality that sells funny ani- 
mals and teen romance, nor can it go on trying to squeeze 
the last drop of material out of the story-types and stan- 
dards that EC set a decade and a half ago. Fither there must 
be an infusion of new talent and whole new concepts of what 
a comics story should be, or else the entire comics industry 
must admit what no self-respecting adult intelligence can 
possibly admit; namely,that it exists solely to cater to the 
fantasies of pre-teenyboppers and the banalized imagination 


of tv-addicted children. Something that serves such a merely 
psychological function -- and I use "psychological" pejora- 
tively -- simply cannot claim to be art at all, whether com- 
mercial or popular or whatever. So much in behalf of exper- 
imentation in general. 

To be more specific, although 1 found Pearson's story 
in Witzend 6 to be rather slight,I thought it made a perfect 
union with Jones' tour de force (some of his finest pen- 
work). "QWAMb!" I enjoyed for its very keen ear for cliches 
-- itself a highly developed and subtle kind of wit ("Brad 
was that likable fella, sat just here, and spent the days 


working here working his work!") -- and for its mock-heroic 
satire ("A menial has contaminated the executive sewage sys- 
tem!"), etc., etc. The rather exotic bits of extraneousness 


may seem like wasted space, but they do in fact help to fla- 
vor the absurdity of the story--which remains, however, ra- 
ther slight, I think, whatever redeeming virtues may be 
found here and there in it. Wood's "Spawn of Venus" should 
be regarded as a service to the ages, one 0% his finest 
touches printed on lasting paper with extreme fidelity. No 
apology necessary. It is Ditko's rather rabid little dia- 
tribe that I find most completely out of place, but this is 
not because it is political but because it is almost com- 
pletely undramatic, with the exception of pp. 7-8. Person- 
ally, I find his politics repulsive for their self-righteous 
posture in the face of a mass of self-contradictions; but 
this wouldn't keep him from developing them in a literarily 
legitimate story. It's their tendentious style and cheap 
irony that keep him from that. 

Well--all this was going to be a word in vindication of 
B. Pearson. Of course it may be completely beside the point, 
since you may have meant something else altogether by Witz- 
end's loss of "personality." It may be true enough that un- 
der Wood's hand the mag had greater integrity апа a much 
more serene atmosphere, but it also was much less engaging 
and substantial, just another kind of comic book--but under 
Pearson there have at least been breaths of fresh air, and 
I'm looking forward to more, because I know Pearson is the 
kind of fellow who is sensitive to past as well as present 
forms of originality. I'm all for the heterogenization of 
Witzend; homogenized, the mag is simply a lie in the face of 
its policy of "no policy." In that sense, it shouldn't have 
a personality. 

Mmmm. As Kierkegaard says, the way to distinguish the 
philosophical from the popular approach to a subject is,when 
you've asked a question, if the answer is direct and comes 
forth in the form of an actual answer, it's popular; but if 
the answer comes forth in the form of a system and requires 
several years and volumes to propound, it's philosophical. 
But then, you didn't exactly ask a question. Just ask a 
question sometime. See what you get then. 

Actually, I know I've 
gotten another letter from 
you since 17 July, but I 
can't -- ahah, here it is. 
Don't worry about losing 
the fine lines in the bar- 
barian illo; I'm what is 
known as а printer-hater 
and I make life hard for 
them. In fact it was my in- 
tention to have the lines 
fade out, hence I teased 
them with a hard eraser. So 
there.I got my extra copies 
just fine, splendid condi- 
tion, my thanks for your 
thoughtfulness, 

All my best wishes for 
а continued ascent toward 
the Absolute! 


[ After being so soundly 
reprimanded I can find lit- 
tle to say that would con- 
sume less than two or three 
pages. So I'll content my- 
self with reader response 
to Kenneth's letter and op- 
inions,hoping all the while 
that someone of intelli- 
gence agrees with me. For 
a change.) 


Survivors of the Suicide World 
episode two 


THE GNOME 


written by J.S. STRNAD 
illustrated by KEN MEAUX 


Ш: swooped so low and fast over the Nevada Jungle the 
trees must have been made of mist not to crack us up 
permanently. Sayre nosed our ship through openings in the 
interlace of vines and branches that shouldn't have admitted 
a craft half our size. He swerved and twisted in a sinuous 
path around or over every limb, bough, and shoot that pre- 
sented itself, running a jagged obstacle course only a god 
could design, and only a madman would tackle. And he did it 
with one hand,using the other to brush the exulting Sheila's 
long red hair from his eyes. Sheila laughed at the fear- 
etched looks on Marty's face and mine, and, locking her arms 
tighter around Sayre's neck, whispered something in his ear. 
He smiled up at her, and the ship accelerated. 

А vine slapped noisily against Marty's window and she 
responded with а scream, then bit her lip in frightened 
shame. And Sheila laughed, again. 

"Slow down, dammit!" 1 screamed at Sayre. A deaf man 
would have noticed the tinge 01 hate-mixed hysteria in my 
voice. Marty was now sobbing beside me, my arm curled around 
her shoulder, holding her tight. 


"I didn't mean to scream," she said, 
didn't mean to." 
sobbing persisted. 

Sayre laughed and knifed the ship up between the young, 
mammoth jungle branches, fluttering leaves and hearts at the 
proximity of careening metal to unyielding wood. He soared 
straight up, circled, then dived at a clearing my mind 
wouldn't register for another half minute. All I could see 
was Sayre playing chicken with an entire planet, and I knew 
Sayre wouldn't be the one to back down. A kamikaze grin 
spread itself across his face, and I realized our lives were 
in the hands of a suicidal maniac. I hated him, as few men 
have hated. I hated him and his red-haired mistress both. 

The trees appeared to spring at us as Sayre fired the 


"I'm sorry. I 
I comforted her as best I could, but the 


ship ever faster toward the clearing. They swung their 
branches at us like heavy wooden clubs, warning us to turn 
around, to come no closer under penalty of our lives. They 


waved and seemed to shout at us to return to our man-made 
houses in our man-made cities, to our steel and concrete 
caves,to our cold sidewalks and hard streets,and to let them 
live and grow in peace. And well would I have liked to re- 
turn to the cities and skyscrapers, Пад there been any such 
monuments left standing. 

But Sayre had no such thoughts. Не braked and spiraled 
the ship down, landing, somehow, intact. Marty was shaking 
but had conquered her fear and shame enough to stop crying. 
My muscles were tight and hard with anger, with a tangible 
hate that Sayre gorged himself on. Sheila relished in the 
malice of my looks at them both. 

"Why?" I spat the words at him. 
why?" 

"Oh hell," he said. "She'll get over it, and it gave 
her a few thrills. Is Sheila complaining?" Sheila wrapped 
her arm around his waist. "See? And they're sisters--if one 
can take it why can't the other? Besides, I didn't want to 
bring her along in the first place. You're the one who said 
"Соте on,it won't hurt anything,she'll get along just fine', 
right? So we bring her along, and she doesn't like the way 
I fly a cruiser--that's your fault, fella. If it weren't 
that she was even more in the way on base I wouldn't have a- 
greed at all." 

I started toward him. Максу grabbed my arm. 

"No," she whispered. "He's right. I'm just in the way, 
wherever I am. ТЕ was like that before the war, and nothing 
has changed now that the war's over. I'll be all right. 
Now." She smiled up at me, and no hate could bear up under 
that smile. That is, no normal hate. Му hate for Sayre had 
long ago become the gnawing, restless, world-consuming kind 


"God dam you, Sayre, 
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that would either destroy him, or poison myself if I refused 


to give it vent. But for now, the smile had postponed all 
acts of violence. For now. 
"C'mon," he said. "We've got a lot of work to до." 


The Nevada Jungle had sprung up in less than two years. 
The Vasserot crew had been gone for 18 months, gliding 
through the emptiness between stars, making history with the 
first faster-than-light voyage to Alpha Centauri. And back 
on Earth, back home, men were putting an end to all history. 
Their last world war was ravaging an entire planet with wea- 
ponry both nuclear and biological, and the Earth would not, 
could not, ever be the same. We spent half a year construct- 
ing a makeshift base of operations and adding to our number 
what survivors we could find. And then we discovered the 
jungle. Growing,thriving as if it had been firmly entrenched 
since the Ice Age, in the middle of Nevada--wet, extremely 
humid, and abounding with exotic wildlife. 

The jungle assumed an almost surreal aspect in my mind 
as we penetrated it further. It was a wild collage of sha- 
dows of what might have been normal plant life, an echo of 
sounds that could have had earthly origins before being al- 
tered and repitched by their alien surroundings. The vines 
crawled with a sinister movement of their own that could al- 
most, but not quite, be attributed to wind or gravity. I saw 
a snake break from its cocoon and air its wings in the 
breeze, and I caught a glimpse of a monkey surveying us 
through compound eyes. Either the entire jungle was mad, or 
I was. 

Finally we came to the laboratory. Its sharply angled 
corners and straight sides contrasted vividly with the 
curves and lace-like patterns of the jungle greenery, and 
made our presence seem even more like an intrusion. 

"You'll do most of your work in the animal lab," said 
Sayre. "I've already stocked it with several of the more 
typical specimens, and with one highly unusual one I think 
you'll be interested in." 

Row after row of other-worldly eyes greeted me from be- 
hind the screen of-their cages. The array of fantastic var- 
iations оп nature's basic themes seemed infinite, but the 
strangest of all waited for me at the end of the chain. 

His cage measured four feet wide by four long by four 
high. He sat there, his large, large head, malformed and 
pitted like a child's wad of clay, pressing on his spindly 
thin neck with a weight his naked, wrinkled, shriveled body 
seemed incapable of enduring. His limbs should have been age 
worn, gnarled wood instead of tissue and bone. And his eyes 
crouched deep inside dark pits where once, perhaps a thou- 
sand years ago, flesh had been. He lolled his massive head 
against the back of his cage апа regarded us with а snake- 
like malevolence. Marty shuddered visibly. 

"What is it?" she asked. 

Sayre chuckled. "I call it the gnome. Looks just like 
one, doesn't it?" 

"How'd you find it?" I inquired, more to stop his bleak 
metaphors than anything. 

"Very strange case," he said. "I'd had a feeling for 
several days that something was following,me around while I 
explored the jungle collecting specimens, but I supposed I 
was just imagining things. Until one day I caught a glimpse 
of something out the corner of my eye and ran after it. I 
saw this thing trying to run behind a tree .and took a shot 


at it with the tranquilizer. I missed on the first shot, but 
I came close enough to panic the thing and pegged it when it 
started running again. I brought it back here, made up this 
special cage, and now I'm giving it to you pro gratis, What 
you do with it now that you've got it is your business, but 
I'd advise you get it over with quick--the little freak 
hasn't eaten since I caught it." 

Sayre reached into his pack and pulled out a wafer. 

"Here fella--catch." 

The wafer landed at the gnome's feet,but he never moved 
or gave the slightest indication that he wanted the food. 
Even though he was plainly starving to death, the only mo- 
tion he would make was to slowly close his eyes, ignoring us 
completely. 

"You see?" said Sayre. "It won't do anything but sit 
there, sometimes sleeping, the rest of the time just looking 
around like it's just waiting for you to make the mistake 
that'll let it out. And you know," Һе lowered his voice 
slightly, "I have a feeling that if you do,you might just as 
well bid farewell to the world forever. The thing never 
sleeps at night--I'll come back in here late, real late, or 
early in the morning, апа I'll hear it shuffling around its 
cage, scratching at the bars, trying to pry them apart. Апа 
when it sees me it'll sit down in that far corner and close 
its eyes and not move all the time I'm here; It hates me,and 
now that you're here it hates you too; it won't rest until 
it sees each one of us dead. I can't prove it, no; but there 
are some things you can.just feel, like the fact that you 
exist and aren't just somebody's pipe dream, and you know, 
you know they're true." 

We had all been looking at Sayre as he spoke, and now 
our gazes returned to the grotesque creature sitting before 
us. His eyes were wide open again, and he was almost grin- 
ning. His mouth held the same slack, noncommittal position 
it always had; but an indefinable something had settled over 
his face апа imbedded itself in his eyes, апа betrayed his 
thoughts. 

"It's as if he knows everything we say," said Marty. 

"Oh, he knows, all right," agreed Sayre. "Не knows." 

lt was with the greatest reluctance and distrust that 
we turned our backs on the misshapen creature апа completed 
our tour of the base. Marty held onto my arm as we walked. 

"I feel so sorry for him," she said. "Deformed the way 
he is, and then to be locked in a cage like an animal." 

"Yes, but maybe Sayre is right, in this case," I re- 
plied. "I could feel the hate the thing has for us. He 
could never become one of us. And sooner or later something 
would happen that would cost a life. Maybe yours or mine. 1 
don't know." 

"Still, it just isn't right," she said. "You'd hate 
anyone who'd put you in a cage and then invite his friends 
over to come gawk at you, wouldn't you? And you yourself 
hate Sayre. For all the...the gnome...for all he knows, 
we're just like Sayre, or worse. No wonder he hates us. And 
I can't say I blame him." = 

I nodded. "1'11 admit he has no reason to be particu- 
larly fond of any of us. And yet, I'm not certain anything 
could help. If he ever vas human, he's certainly far from it 
now; and the psychological damage that would have to result 
from such a transformation...no, Т don't think there's any- 
thing we can do for him. I think we're best off to leave him 
alone." 

"Until he starves?" 

"If he won't eat what we give him, then he's starving 
himself. Another sign of madness." 

Marty let go of my arm. 

"I'm going to go talk to him," she stated. She turned 
around and started walking briskly back toward the lab. I 
shouted after her. She stopped and waited for me to catch 
up. 


"Marty, please, leave him alone. Maybe you can get him 
to open up, but is 15 worth the risk? You saw how he looked 
at us; do you think he cares about your welfare?" 

"Is that what you're afraid of?" she asked. "Or are you 
afraid I'll be tricked into letting him go? Ог maybe you 
don't want me to prove you wrong,for the first time to prove 
that maybe I gm good for something?" 

She must have seen the hurt on my face when she said it 
for she immediately put her arms around me and pressed her 
head against my chest. 

"Oh, Greg, I'm sorry." I knew from the sound of her 
voice that she had tears in her eyes. 

"It's all right, Marty," I said. "I didn't realize it 
meant so much to you." Т pushed her gently away from me and 


noticed that I had been right about the tears. "Go talk to 
him. Maybe it will help." She smiled at me, and I did my 
best to reply in kind. ТЕ . she slowly let go and walked 
quietly into the lab and over to the gnome. 

I stared at him from across the room. If you harm her, 
I thought, if you harm her in the least, I'll erush you with 
my bare hands. And he stared back at me. 


My days, and Sheila's and Sayre's, were spent in exper- 
imentation. Не explored the jungle, taking samples and doz- 
ens of pages of notes, analyzing, speculating, and trying 
to categorize the incredible life forms we were discovering 
every day. The lab soon filled with specimens and most of 
Marty's time was taken with caring for them; what spare time 
she had she spent talking to the gnome. 

Meanwhile, I was beginning to feel more and more like a 
prisoner in a nightmare, ог like a figure in a Dali or Вок 
fantasia. The jungle, when each element was viewed separate- 
ly, appeared to make no sense, and yet the pieces fit to- 
gether into a feasible whole. But why, and how? What force 
could possibly produce an entire working ecolo v in only two 
years? Marty was certain the gnome could us if she 
could only break through his defenses am с. с. him to 
trust us. Sayre and Sheila scoffed at her, and 1':1 admit 
that my own hopes for the success of her project w .e stret- 
ched awfully thin,but she pursued it with the undy.ag enthu- 
siasm that marked all her ill-fated adventures. And, much as 
I hate to admit it, it kept her out of the way. 

On the third day of her one-sided conversations with 
the gnome, the creature finally abandoned his hunger strike. 
He ate sparingly, but enough to keep him alive and to renew 
most of his original strength. Soon Marty had exhausted 
every topic she knew fully enough to handle as a monologue, 
and her desperation to save her project drove her to make a 
highly irregular request -- one that would soon prove disas- 
trous to us all. 

"I want to form a mind-link with the gaiome," she said 
at dinner that night. 

Sayre gagged оп his food and went into a coughing fit. 
He pushed his chair back from the table and hunched over 
with his face buried in his hand, coughing loudly and being 
pounded on the back by Sheila until the half-chewed piece of 
meat found its way back up his trachea and he could draw in 
huge lungsful of air again. I enjoyed it all immensely. 

"You want to do what?" he shouted. 

"I want to form a mind-link with the gnome," Marty re- 
peated. "He evidently can't speak, so a mind-link is the 
only way to communicate with him." 

"Impossible!" Һе snapped. "Mind-links are dangerous 
enough under ordinary circumstances. We'd be fooling with a 
mind that could be as deranged as the most homicidal garrot- 
er ever known to history, and you want to hook it up with 
your own. It's the nearest thing to suicide you've ever pro- 
posed. It's crazy, and you'd have to be as insane as the 
gnome to even think of it. Harebrained schemes like that 
have ended the careers of more good men than I care to count 
though in your case Т don't suppose we have much to lose. 
In fact I'm tempted to let you do it just to get you out of 
the way!" 

Marty slammed her open palm on the table апа leaped to 
her feet. The issue was settled. The arguing wouldn't be 
over for another half hour, but аз soon as I heard those 
words--get you out of the way--I knew the outcome of the 
whole situation. Marty was determined to join her mind with 
the gnome's, and now nothing in the world was going to stop 
her. 


The gnome lay anesthetized on the laboratory table. A 
dozen wires dangled from his head into а small computer 
bank, micro-miniaturized to proportions that fit easily on a 
table,and emerged on the other side,eventually finding their 
way up the nearby cot to the barren scalp of Marty. She had 
sat stoically through the shaving necessary to the operation 
and had barely winced at the sight of her long brown hair 
falling over her shoulders onto the floor. I can also re- 
member the smile,much like a leer, that played over Sheila's 


lips vhile she sat like a vulture observing the grim pro- 
ceedings. 

Marty turned her head to look at the machine that 
would join her mind with that of the gnome. 

"It certainly looks simple enough," she said. And it 
did. The box housed one of the most delicate, elaborate sys- 
tems of electronics known to the pre-war Western civiliza- 
tion, but the controls were deceptively simple. А rheostat, 
and a bank of gauges that appeared almost identical. The 
computer took care of everything else, quietly, with по 
wasted space or motion. 

"Let's get it over with," said Sayre. 

Marty reclined into the soft pillow provided for her on 
the cot and closed her eyes. Sayre placed his hand on the 
rheostat. 

"111 start very slowly," he said. "When you begin to 
receive an impression, anything at all, let me know and 1711 
stop. His brain will begin to feed energy into yours, апа 
vice versa, а very little bit at a time. Take your time. 
Get used to receiving impressions from two minds at once as 
best you can before I step up the power апа begin to rein- 
force the link. ТЕ will take time to adjust, if it's possi- 
ble at all, so don't over-expect. It may take several sess- 
ions to get апу sense whatsoever from the vague impressions 
you'll probably receive from him, providing he has enough 
reasoning capacity to transmit anything at all. I'm going 
to give it just enough power, here at first, to open the 
channel from his mind to yours; let me know as soon as апу- 
thing begins to come through." 

Marty nodded, and Sayre twisted the dial minutely, 
feeding only the most infinitesimal amount of electricity 
into the mind-link device, opening the door between minds 
only the barest fraction. And that fraction, that most im- 
measurably small of the smallest of openings, was far, far 
too much. 

Marty's body went rigid and her hands clenched the 
sides of the cot with white-knuckled strength. Her arms 
stiffened and she bolted into a sitting position, her mouth 
opened wide in a soundless scream, her face became a con- 
torted mass of straining muscle and wide-eyed pain. The 
dials on the machine beside her froze their pointers on the 
farthest marking until the overwhelming load of mental 
energy caused the front panel to shoot violently outward in 
a chaos of fire and smoke. Sayre was hurled backwards 
against the wall of cages and there was the sound of crack- 
ing, smashing wood as they fell against each other, breaking 
open, spilling their occupants and releasing them into the 
disorder that had struck the laboratory like Satan falling 
into Hell. Dozens of diminuitive alien monsters рамей ог 
slithered their way over Sayre's limp form and sought refuge 
in the unearthly jungle that had spawned them. Others scur- 
ried randomly across the floor in blind panic squealing and 
howling their own special cries of fear and desperation. I 
ripped the smouldering wires from Marty's skull and she col- 
lapsed into unconsciousness on the cot. Sheila ran to Sayre 
and raised his head from the floor, feeling his temples for 
some sign of life; her cry of relief told me Sayre still 
lived. I fixed a cold compress and laid it on Marty's fore- 
head and began to apply salve to her burns, апа within min- 
utes Sayre was conscious and swearing. Then Sheila pointed 
to the table that had held the gnome. 

"He's gone." 

Sayre swore and vanished into his hut, emerging seconds 
later with a pair of guns. 

"Come on!" he shouted. "We've got some hunting to do!" 

"Sheila сап shoot--let her go with you." І replied. 
"Marty's hurt. I'm going to stay here with her." 

"Okay, stay here and play nursemaid to that useless 
bitch; but just remember that if it wasn't for her we would- 
n't be in this mess!" So saying, he and Sheila dashed into 
the jungle, guns in hand. 

They had been gone only a few minutes when Marty re- 
gained consciousness. She looked around her and realized 
everything immediately. 

"Where's Sayre?" she asked,almost hysterically."Where'd 
he go?" 

"It's all right," I said. "He and Sheila went after the 
gnome. He escaped during the confusion, but they'll get him. 
Now lay back down. You've had a grueling experience." 


"No!" she cried. "They can't! They can't kill him!" 

I placed my finger to my lips. "Ssshh, lay down. You're 
in shock." 

But she wouldn't be quieted so easily. 

"No, you don't understand! The gnome--he isn't deformed 
at all, he isn't a mutant! And the jungle isn't an accident! 
He's an alien, and the jungle is their doing, they created 
it. He was in touch with them telepathically all the time, 
sending them everything he could find out about us. That's 
why the machine exploded--it touched thousands of minds at 
once!" 

The possibilities were too tremendous, too far-reaching 
for me to view them coolly. Т fast reached Marty's point of 
hysteria. 

"What for, Marty? What was their purpose?" 

She swallowed with difficulty and her voice quavered. 
"To...to see if we could co-exist, if they could live on our 
planet in peace, or if they'd have to take it--hy force!" 

The Earth's first contact with advanced alien life! And 
Sayre was hunting him with a gun! 

I tore from the laboratory and headed in the direction 
I had seen Sayre take. I had to stop him, or the Earth could 
very well be doomed. At the very beginning of its recon- 
struction, it could be doomed. 

"Sayre!" I yelled. "Wait! For God's sake Sayre, wait!" 

I ripped through vines and undergrowth like a lunatic, 
shouting, screaming at the top of my voice. "Sayre! Don't 
do it! Sayre!" 

The trees seemed to be trying to hold me back, to be 
opposing me as they would any intruder who challenged their 
rule. The vines dropped from their branches in an almost 
conscious effort to block my path or to trip me, grab me, 
anything to impede my progress through the jungle. This was 
their world, and the gnome fit in, had his place in it. I 
was the outsider. It was insane, I know, but by now, so was 
I, oh God, so uas I. 

Sayre! Watt! 

I heard a shot break through my screams, then another, 
and four more. Т located the direction, and ran. 

I broke through the bushes, still shouting, and then a 
vine caught my foot in its grasp and I fell headlong into a 
small clearing. 

"Sayre," I whispered, the breath knocked from my body. 
"The gnome--let him live. It's the only chance we've got. 
Now that we know who ће is we can talk to him, reason with 
him, prove to him that we're not the savages he must think 
we are. They can help us rebuild, organize; so much they can 
show us, so much we can Learn...." I raised my head, looking 
up over the red mass that lay before me. And there, towering 
triumphantly over the dead,bleeding body of the gnome, stood 
Sayre...grinning.... 


by J.S. Strnad 

In the infantile escape fantasy trash department we 

have The Sorcerer's Ship by Hannes Bok. Being a great fan of 

antile escape fantasy trash, and also a great fan of Han- 
Bok as an artist, I couldn't pass it up. The story, ac- 
cording to Emil Petaja, was originally purchased by John 
Campbell "because Bok threw in the art virtually for noth- 
ing." Somehow, when Ballantine got around to buying it for 
ieir Adult Fantasy series, they managed to avoid purchasing 
a single illo, апа wrapped the book in an irrelevant cover 
by Ray Cruz. The cover, опе of mermaids and sea serpents, 
manages to capture the flavor of the book to some degree,but 
totally misses as far as accuracy is concerned. I doubt that 
Mr. Cruz had ever heard of the book, let alone read it, when 
he painted the cover illustration; if Ballantine is going 
to ignore the fact that Вок should illustrate Вок, they 
should at least have had Mr. Cruz do something appropriate. 

But they didn't, so all we're left with is the story 
itself. It isn't much, as far as heavy, thought-provoking 
reading matter goes,and isn't intended to be. In fact, over- 
all the book tends toward an ultra-simplistic style typical 
of budding authors: standard plot,little transition from one 
emotion to the next, and sexual naivete. Still, Hannes Bok 
was no ordinary person, and his writing sporadically demon- 
strates the creative vision evident in his art. 

Plot: An office clerk from New York finds himself mys- 
teriously transported to another world,one of warring cities 
and sorcery. Falling in love with a princess, ће must con- 
quer the opposing city, prove his manhood, etc. etc. Enlist- 
ing the aid of a sorcerer, he hopes to defeat the invading 
city and to settle down with his princess--a laudable ambi- 
tion for us all. 

Amid this tepidity, however,occur at random small snat- 
ches of description and outright cleverness that produce a 
scintillating feeling of wonder in me. For instance, remem- 
ber the classic Korda movie The Thief of Baghdad? With the 
winged horse and imprisoned genie and all?Hannes Bok creates 
this kind of magic, as opposed to the rather morbid 7th Voy- 
age of Sinbad, Robert E. Howard, Frank Frazetta sort of 
thing. Not that I necessarily prefer one or the other; it's 
just that there are so many REH/FF sorts now, and so few (if 
any) Hannes Bok/Korda sorts. I like Bok's conception of sor- 
cery: small clay figures that are brought to life, paper 
birds that fly under their own power, mystic illusions, and 
the like. But all is not Pollyanna-ish romping with magic, 
for he also includes one of the most gruesome giant monsters 
(constructed from mangled corpses) yet described Бу ап s&s 
author. 

The ending is as ridiculous as the beginning and mid- 
dle--deviating from the standard but no less naive. But the 
book is such a short, easy trip that I found it well worth- 
while spending the moments to breathe air a little different 
from that found elsewhere. 


and a couple by Mark Cole 

The first book this time around is by a Welsh writer, 
L.P. Davies. The title is Psychogeist and it is going to be 
rather difficult to review since it is undoubtedly one of 
the best structured and developed books I have read. This is 
the first book that I have ever felt truly deserved to be 
said to "unfold", and the feeling can only be compared to 
that experienced when watching one of those old nature films 
showing a flower bloom. To try to explain the book without 
destroying this growth,I'll tell it this way: all the action 
in the book takes place іп the present оп Farth, but the 
reader is also made aware of events "оп a faraway planet, a 
million lightyears away,somewhere on the dark lonely fringes 
of the galaxy,in a cavern deep in the heart of the Mountains 
of the Lost Moon." Аз for its appeal, ex- and present comic 
fans should be particularly drawn to this book since its 
story is, in a very real sense, influenced by comics. Admit- 
tedly, the old earthling sleeps / alien awakes style plot is 
overused, but it receives here a new twist that saves it and 
should be of special interest to any psychologists in the 
audience. After reading through chapter 11 you'll be hooked 
on this book and on the creative Mr. Davies. 

The second book is one of those books we seldom find in 
modern science fiction--a good translation.Written in French 
by Robert Merle, The Day of the Dolphins was translated into 
English by Helen Weaver. To begin, let me say that any of 
you who are interested in dolphins and other cetaceans (look 
it up) because of Flipper, Мати the Killer-Whale, Island of 
the Blue Dolphins, and assorted Ivan Tors productions can 
forget the book right now; any of you interested despite the 
aforementioned will find this book perfect. It is a mature, 
believable story about research with dolphins, governmental 
intrigues and back-stabbing,the first dolphins to learn Eng- 
lish, and the crisis that might cause World War III. Be 
warned before you begin though, if you are not the least po- 
litical this may not be your bag of cetaceans, because there 
is nearly as much attention paid to hawks and doves as to 
dolphins. Perhaps the most fascinating part of the book is 
the section dealing with U.S. and world reaction to American 
scientists communicating with dolphins. Here, the author 
creates political, religious, and sociological persons and 
events as real as any in today's news magazines. He doesn't 
merely picture America's ethnocentric prides and prejudices, 
but its speed to adapt its culture to embrace new heroes as 
well. When one adds some stylistic devices too original to 
explain here (such as the use of commas instead of periods 
for whole paragraphs)the book becomes what is tritely called 
а "must". In conclusion, if after you finish this book you 
don't find yourself sitting and quietly contemplating what a 
botched-up world we have, you better get help quick. 


Got a hidden 07108810 by an obscure author that you think 
Should be shared with the world? Let us know! 
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GORYAN AND HIS BEAUTIFUL CON- | 


CUBINE, NEPHLEE, ARE REUNITED, 
AS THEY JOYOUSLY LENGTHEN 
THE DISTANCE BETWEEN THEM- | 
SELYES AND THE CITADEL OF THE | 
NINE MOONS, ALL THEY CAN | 
SEE IS A FUTURE OF HAPPINESS, | 
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INSTANTLY NEPHLEE FINDS 
HERSELF IN THE CLUTCHES 
OF TWO GROTESQDE TROLLS. 
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ІМ THE SAME MOMENT GORVANS HAND < | 
UPON HIS SWORD HILT PREPARED FOR 
BATTLE WITH THE THREE CHARGING 

COMPANIONS OF NEPHLEE'S CAPTORS. 
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AS GORVAN BEGINS TO MAKE SHORT WORK OF HIS ASSAILANTS; 
A PERIPHERAL GLANCE SHOWS HIM HIS LOVELY MISTRESS 
BEING FLUNG ON THE BACK OF А GREAT WINGED THAGOT. 


HIS MIND THUS OCCUPIED, 
GORVAN CANNOT BE AWARE 
OF THE FLABBY FIGURE 
THAT STEALS UPON HIM 
FROM BEHIND. 
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TWO HOURS LATER, SEVERAL PATIENT VUL- 
TURES ARE DISAPPOINTED TO SEE GORVAN 
RISE TQ HIS KNEES AS HE STRUGGLES 

ew EE THE THROBBING IN HIS 


THEN IT IS TOO LATE/ 
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THE UNCONSCIOUS GORVAN, 
и ме AS IF DEAD, 15 FAN- 
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AS GORVAN SEARCHES FOR HIS HORSE „НЕ 
RECALLS A DISCUSSION BETWEEN TWO 
NOBLEMEN IN THE CITADEL OF THE NINE MOONS. 


THORN SAID AGAMERE 15 THE 
ONLY MAN TO HAVE TAMED THE 
THAGOT. IF THOSE WERE HIS 
МЕМ АМР MOUNTS, THEN AGA- 
MERE/S CASTLE WILL BE THE 
PLACE TO FINP NEPHLEE. NOW, 
WHERE'S THAT DAMN HORSE? 
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AND AT THE SAME MOMENT THE MAN,WHO 
GORVAN WILL SOON BE HUNTING, WATCHES - QUENTIRN, YOU MISERABL 
THE SKIES AS GREAT LEATHERY WINGS 
BRING TO HIM THE PRIZE HE HAS SO 

LONG SOUGHT AFTER. 
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BUT SIRE, AS YOU CAN SEE, SHE 15 AS 
FRESH AS IF SHE HAD JUST STEPPED 
FROM HER BATH. YOUR MEN TREATED 
HER. WITH NAUGHT BUT THE SOFTEST 
TOUCH, | ASSURE YOU THERE Is - --- 
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BUT, AGAMERE, YOU PROMISED. | MUST 
КАМЕ THE SPHERE. MY KNOWLEDGE 
15 WORTHLESS WITHOUT ITS POWERS. 


WORTHLESS YOU ARE! GUARDS, 
EXPEL THIS MAN. MAKE NEPH- 
LEE READY FOR OUR MARRIAGE. 


GORVAN, AFTER 
FINDING HIS 
HORSE AND OB— 
TAWING DIRECTIONS, 


RIDES TOWARDS 


MOMENTS To GLORY 
\N YOUR MISDEEDS. ) | 


SEEK TO AID You IN 
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ҚҰ פודי‎ 1, QUENTIRN, THE MA- 
| GICIAN. IT WAS ו‎ WHO 
STOLE NEPHLEE AND DE- 
LIVERED HER ТО AGAMERE. 


AGAMERE HOPES סד‎ WED NEPHLEE IN 
ONLY A FEW HOURS. THE MYSTIC SPHERE, 
THAT AGAMERE KEEPS FROM ММ GRASP, 
\S HIPDEN NOT FAR FROM HERE. IF WE 
CAN SECURE IT, NEPHLEE WILL BE FREE. 


WITH SUCH HASTE, | 


RESTORING NEPHLEE 
TO YOUR SIDE. 
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MAGICIAN? 
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SOON GORVAN АМГ QUENTIRN STAND BEFORE 
THE MOUTH OF A GREAT CAVE 


WITHIN PWELLS THE MONSTER 
OF THE KALLIGADES. 11 GUARDS 
THE MYSTIC SPHERE AND MUST 
BE DESTROYED BEFORE WE CAN 
USE THE SPHERES POWERS. 


GORVAN ENTERS THE САҮЄ5 | A HUNDRED PACES INTO FOLLOWING THE LIGHT, GORVAN 

OPENING, SWORD IN HAND, THE GLOOM A SOFT GLOW COMES UPON А TORCHLIT DAIS, 

~ x 15 РЕСЕКМВВЕ DOWN A SEEMINGLY UNGUARDED, UPON 

= AF CORRIDER TO HIS LEFT. | | WHICH THE MYSTIC SPHERE 15 
. ₪ zz ENTHRONED. 


AND THEN SUDDENLY GORVAM DISCOVERS 
THE SPHERE (5 WELL GUARDED. 
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AND או‎ AGAMERE'S CASTLE THE 
WEDDING CEREMONIES HAVE BEGUN. 
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GORVAN, FOR. SOON 
YOU WILL HOLD IW IT 


HOLD FORTH YOUR HAND Чү, 
YOUR LOVE. j 
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“ВОТ, QUESTIONS GORVAN, WHAT OF THE THA ‘po NOT FEAR? REPLIES QUENTIRN, 
SOTS? THEY CANNOT BE FAR BEHIND.” “THEY TOO HAVE FELT THE POWER 
/ 2 2 5 OF THE MAGIC SPHERE" 0 


BIDDING ASKORT 
FAREWELL סד‎ 
QUENTIRN, GOR- 
VAN AND NEPALEE, 
ONCE AGAIN, EM 
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They don't know where they're going, 
And, my friend, netther do I 


Precisely what future issues will 
contain is impossible to predict with much 
accuracy, but I can with reasonable cer- 
tainty state that next issue will feature 
a science fiction strip by Richard Corben 
and a fantasy/whimsy sort of something by 
Kenneth Smith. (This page's illo is of a 
fellow named Bog,star of said masterwork.) 
Robert Kline will be continuing the Howard 
portfolio,so we can all eagerly await Part 
III -- may be some collaborations between 
Bob and other artists, who knows? Another 
panoramic, wraparound cover lies in store 
for Anomaly people, Michael Kaluta and 
Steve Hickman will be with us in the fu- 
ture,and there's just no telling what else 
lies beyond the misty veil. Tune in and 
see! 


We can end your daily strife 
At a reasonable price. 
You've seen tt advertised tn...RB-CC? 


Yep, but don't depend heavily on it 
in the future. You see, Don & I haven't 
been overly pleased with what Mr. Love 
and/or his printer have been doing to our 
ads therein, so we're cutting them to a 
minimum. Meanwhile, we'll be alive and 
well within the pages of the Dallascon 
Bulletin. This ain't exactly fair to the 
comic fans since DCB's circulation centers 
around the s-fers, so if you know anyone 
(yourself, maybe?) who isn't presently re- 
ceiving the bulletin, tell him to write 
Tom Reamy/P.O. Box #523/Richardson, Texas/ 
75080 and to request the zine. It's free! 
And there's no better way in the world to 
keep up on all the Anomalous happenings 
that are coming up, and to buck the Estab- 
lishment at the same time! 


And the people bowed and prayed 
To the neon god they made 


A trifling 75¢ will reserve youa 
factory-fresh copy of Anomaly 3 and all 
the standard goodies. I don't mean to dis- 
criminate against our boys in Canada or 
you good chaps overseas, but Canadian or- 
ders require lst class postage so I have 
to charge $1 each on those;foreign postage 
is almost too ridiculous to mention, but 
if I donate the zine itself free, I can 
mail it to you for $1.50,or the equivalent 
in shillings, lira, clam shells, or what- 
have-you. Everything is mailed on a first- 
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come, first-served basis (unless you're a 
pro, BNF, or bribe me) so I'd recommend 
that you order #3 now rather than wait for 
the ad to appear. 

Also,I've lost a rather staggering a- 
mount of green paper material bringing out 
these last two issues of Anomaly, and at 
75¢ each I ain't gonna make it back right 
away (if at all),so I can use all the cash 
that comes my way. As an incentive to your 
charitable instincts, I'm offering full- 
sized posters of our cover this issue 
(sans lettering, natch) and of the Robert 
E. Howard centerfold. These posters are on 
heavy stock and measure 11 x 17 inches 
plus borders. 80¢ each in a tube, or flat 
between cardboard, whichever I find is 
cheaper. 

Another worthwhile project to keep 
your eyes open for is a book called "Five 
Dooms to Save Tomorrow". It's a story by 
Harlan Ellison (if you say,"Who's he?" you 
can't be an s-f fan! Where have you been 
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the last four years?) that a leading comic 
book publisher rejected on the grounds 
that it was too complicated апа adult a 
Story for his adolescent readers to com- 
prehend. Also, it may have run into a lit- 
tle trouble under the Comic Code Authority 
but that's a worry fanzine publishers 
don't have. It will be illustrated by Rob- 
ert L. Kline, total 20-25 pages in length, 
and will be released sometime in the fu- 
ture. (Talking to Bob recently Т found 
that he has improved зо much lately that 
he can hardly stand the sight of the last 
two strips he's done for us. Says he's im- 
proved a Lot. The guy's gonna be drawing 
in 3-D if he keeps thts up!) Anyhow, the 
cost of the book is uncertain, pending de- 
cisions on color, number, exact length, 
etc., so don't send any money; but I would 
appreciate a card if you'd support such an 
endeavor, just to give me a rough idea as 
to the response I can expect. It stars a 
winged hero named "Falcon", апа the story 
is a ga8--spread the word! 


We'd like to know 
A Little bit about you 
For ou» files 


The "Palaver" section belongs to you, 
people. Feel free to bring in any topic 
you want to hash over -(аз per Kenneth 
Smith's letter this issue) or to bring out 
new points about previous topics.  LoCs of 
all kinds are needed to keep the editors 
in line and to prevent their egos from 
rising Ко intolerable levels. 
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This issue is heavily sword & sorcery 
oriented. Number three leans toward sci- 
ence fiction. In the future I'd like to 
offer more of a mixture of both, tossing 
in anything else you'd like to see. But 
how will I know what you want unless you 
tell me, right? The Silent Majority? Ne- 
ver heard of 'em. Stand up, speak out, or 
be satisfied with whatever you get! 


Yes, we speak the things that matter 
With words that must be said 


Alas and alack there be another Anom- 
aly. T'other one is a serious evaluation 
of UFO phenomena, and it's obtainable for 
a self-addressed 9 x 12 envelope and 12% 
in non-airmail stamps from John A. Кее1/ 
Р.О. Box #351 Murray Hill Station/New York 
City/10016. If you'd like to know more a- 
bout UFOs than what the newspapers hypoth- 
esize (swamp gas indeed!) and what the lo- 
cal housewives imagine, do it. 


Jesus Loves you more than you will know. 
(Wo wo wo) 


I would like to extend a very special 
thanks to Robert Kline,Richard Corben, and 
Kenneth Smith for their extra-special con- 
tributions this issue. De Syndicate will 
remember youse always. 

Until Anomaly 3 comes sailing to your 
doorsteps, best of stuff to you all. 


--Strnad (with a little 
help from Paul Simon) 
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